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that had great taste as well as the necessary blatancy. Her
harbour is a glory of dark island and gemmy water. On
Malabar Hill can be obtained one of the best civic panoramas
in India; out on her sea/blown suburbs whose palm/trees
rustle softly all the livelong day one can bless the star that led
to this entrancing spot. Take away its zebra buildings and
Bombay is something very beautiful.
I never tire of the harbour at Bombay. I used to sit for
hours on the veranda of my hotel and watch the dark,
mysterious contours that enfold this magic sheet of water. The
low hills were always alive to me; grimly, powerfully alive.
In them was a silence that was terable. I could never imagine
any human foot on those islands; they were too remote from
humanity; they who had seen the throat of a volcano and who
were possibly as old as the Torndon Mountains; could they
bear the shoe of a flapper or the stride of a man with a share
to sells I could not bring myself to think so. Some had
bristles on their backs like crocodiles; others were merely dark
and cmdery; all, however, were Stygian and smileless; when
the sun poured itself upon them they merely shrouded them/
selves in haze and remembered the volcano's throat.
The monsoon wept with intervals of April brightness the
last time I visited Bombay. I arrived with the Frontier mail
to find two charming Parsee ladies smiling a welcome for me.
Their rich, silver/edged sarees matched their winsomeness.
Please would I lecture for them? Of course I would lecture
for them. Who would not lecture for a pair of angels who
brightened a sad monsoon morning in this fashion?
We drove through the ram; Bombay was wet and sweet;
the quiet grey sea hissed at us with ashen lips; fionded gardens
were green and very still; Hindus held their dhoties as they
walked; the sky was like an aerial river in spate; our taxi
whined on the polished wet surface of the streets; the university
tower rose mtimidatmgly into grey and lowering space.
"I hope you will like Bombay," came like music from the
corner of the taxi.